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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.
M]rr» Maynard. a beautiful heiress, la parnoeil by a band of criminals, knOTFQ an tk«

flack Order, nfcoac object la to kill the girl by occult meana, lti order that the legacy of
er father, a secret member of the Devil Worshippers, may full to the evtl order. Arthur

Varaer, a wealthy club man, la the favored suitor of the girl; ia reality ha la the tool ofIflgh Master of the Black Order. Dr. Fnyson Alden, a brilliant young phyaiclan, has given
>. hla practlea to devote hi* time to atudlca In the occult and the mysteries of the unneeu.He dlacovera the conspiracy agalnat the girl, and aavea her from committing suicide irkllrla a aomnamballatic trance. By meana of a aclentlflcally conatructed hypnotlatng inachiueAlden releaaea the natral bady of Myra, which goea la aearch of her persecutors. TheGrand Ilaater la Informed of thla, and In a terrlflc mental struggle for the conrrol ofMyra'a spirit. Alden la all but defeated by the Muster. Aldan determines to break Intothe Order and put an end to the nefarious vrork. Myra la greatly troubled an to his anfe
return, aad senda her astral hody la aearch of him. The Grand Master hypnotises himself,mad In the naental light which follows, Myra avrakes vrith the spirit of the Grand Master,while the Master now possesses the innocent soul of the girl. The Grand Master next
retnraa Myra's spirit and receives hla praper Individuality In return, ander circumstances
which place Myra In his power. But for the timely Interference ef Or. Alden. Myra vrouldhave been killed. Varney placea a red light in Myra'a clothes closet, under rrhlch the
aplrlt of the Master assume* mortal form. Alden is prepared, however, and under theviolet glara of the. mercury vapor lamps, which he Installed in Myra's room, the body ofthe Master dematerlsllsed In great ngony. Dr. Alden's knowledge of thought photographyonables him to discover a new and desperate scheme of the enraged Master, while hisscientific arrangement of mirrors defeats the plan of the Black Order. .Vest the Mastertries mental telepathy, but Dr. Alden scents the method of attack, reverses the process andfcrlaga disaster to tho lllnck Order, while Myra remains unharmed. The art of levltntlonIs brought Into play, but defeated l»y the superior mind of Mora's protector. Furious at
his failure the Master sends tin ..elemental" spirit to lure Myra'to her death, but Alden'sdeparted colleague, HnJI, rises and foils the scheme. The Mnster begins another despic¬able plan which Is unsuccessful.

Bhe did ride on. and by the time Alden had
adjus-ted the girth and mounted his hdrso
slu- was out of view beyond a curvo In th<.
heavily wooded road.
But «he was visible to more than one per¬

son unseen by her. Among them was Arthur
V^arney. struggling against hie heart's u'vn
promptings to bring the girl to destruction.
Alden galloped after hor, but came to a

fork in the road. The thoroughfare was so
heavily verdured on either side of thl3 point
that it was impoi/sible to go along either
section of the branch more than a hundred
yards.
He stopped and listened: there was no

Bound of hoof beats.
Myra has coQuettlsh.lv stopped her horse

behind the first sharp turn to teace him.
Alden put his linger; to hl3 llpj and

whistldd with a ahrlll bird note.
He hearkened once more irr t now came

the answer.
Hft had taught Myra the trick, altho-^h

the girl did not master It well.
"There she is," he laughed, with rc!!ef,

and whistled again.
But this time the whittle came from two

directions at once. He }>a.'.!6c-U, and then a
vague alarm smote his u.-eatit. Wha*. could
be the meaning of this, he poundercd.
Again he made the 6W;nr.i, ana promptly

fame two answering notes. one fro:n the
right turn of the road and the oth»»r from
th3 opposite aide. The heavy undergrowth
of the winding roadways baffled any attempt
to peer through them.
"This is serious," he muttered, as he

listened again.
Still there was no sound of horse's hoofs

upon the ground, and after a moment'*; hesi¬
tation he paced madly on to tiie left.
And as it happened Myra had taken the

right turn.
Alden rode for fifteen minutes as hard

rts his panting horse would carry him.
"I didn't know she could ride ro fasti" he

^xclalmod. angry at the worriment which
it had caused him.

Then, at last, as he cairn to a long stretch
of open country, from which he could Iaok
down on r. clear view of the hignvay, ho
became convinced tnut ho had laken -:.a
wrong fork.
"Well. I must get back, or Heaven or.l?

knows what may happen to he*." and he
turned his horse, to retrace the road flight.
"But that was a curtoue echo. I n?\ <r hi»ard
r>np before in Fuch thick woods as those"
Meanwhile Myra had blunderec1 upon a

euriou? tragedy, for thesf- modern days of
cynicism against everything of the mystic.

CHAPTER LVII.
The Wltcli of the Woods.

A group of boys, with a sturdy hroal
shouldered bulldos on a leash, were s".»:.d!ng

And he picked ud a broken branch from
the grouna. The others followed him, and
to Myra's consternation rushed ivt the ex¬
postulating: old woman.

T^e girl tapped her nervous steed with
the riding crop arsd looped over the narrow
gully* at the roadsMe, speeding Into their
rnid*t, Just as the biggest boy, evidently the
" yang bully" was riising his impromptu
cudgel to strike the screaming woman.
One of the boy3 gave a warning cry and

they scattered, but not before the indignant
£jIr 1 had delivered a punishing stroke with
the crop on the shoulder of the biggest lad.

' You get away from here, or I will lash all
of you! she cried. Her flashing eyes and the
imperious note in her voice gave evidenco
to the young murauders that she meant what
she said. They obeyed with alacrity, hut
before they departed with the growling hull-
dog boy nature asserted itself with a part¬
ing verbal shot:
"You'd better be careful of the old witch!"
"She'll put a spell on you!"
Other, less Impolite jeers, followed, but

ns th< boy'* disappeared Myra rode her horse
up to the tree, ana reached up for tho tremb¬
ling cat on nr. overhanging limb. The animal
yielded to her gentle band as she lifted it
down and turned toward the frightened old
woman.
"Here's tabby, safe and sound. I am sorry

the. -t>ys alarmed you." «he began.
She slid nimbly to the ground, and stroking

the black fur of the animal, lowered it to the
grass.
The old woman regarded her with a

curious expression.
"You're very good to an old woman that

every one hates!" were her surprising words.
Why! I don't understand. I don't belie'vo

that everyone hates you."
The old woman shook hep head, as her

hands trembled with the pitiful palsy of ex¬

treme old age.
Neither Myra nor she «=aw two heads, un¬

der heavy black caps, protruding from the
tree trunks a few yards to the right.
"\ren't you afraid of a witch," was the

hesitating query.
Myra laughed merrily, as she Bhook her

blonde head.

toothless Jaw wisely. "But I was young
once myself, you know. And I can show
you some one who has always been young.
only the young believe In them.and only
the young in innocence and goodness can
see them again, except me'."
Myra followed her. fascinated.
"Why. what do you mean?" she asked.
"1 can show you the real fairies!"
Myra smiled, doubtfully, but the old

woman shook a talon-finger, as she paused
at the door.

' You don't believe it. but will until I get
some of the Fairy Salve, .and I'll rub It on
your arm and prove it to you."
Myra could hardly believe her ears. Now,

she guessed that the strange old woman was
demented, hut before she had returned to
h»r horse the door opened again and she
reappeared.
This time she bore a queer white Jar In

her hands.
"It's nearly all gon*!" cackled the old lady,

"butii you were good to me and my tabby-cat.
I'll let you have a little. Roll up your
sleeve."
The skinny finger was scraping at the

bottom of the Jar. Myra hesitated, but her
strange companion nodded emphatically.

"Don't be afraid. I wouldn't hurt you.
I don't hurt any one. Just try It and see!"
She insisted, and Myra, almost against her

will yielded to the piercing dominance. of
those supernaturally bright old eyes. The
old woman rubbed and rubbed, upon the
soft white flesh of her forearm.

TThether it was the vision, under some
strange form of hypnotism, or some other
ocrult manifestation of which neither ahe
nor Alden could ever find out, something be¬
gan to dance about. In the tender green
blades of the grass at her feet. Then other
iittlo »teatures joined in the merry-making.
And to Mvra's firm belief.despite the un¬

reality of it. deHpite the bright sunlight and
her conviction that here, in the glorious
woods, of all places she could have no hal¬
lucinations.the fairies actually danced be¬
fore lier on the little stretch of green turf!

EPISODE THIRTEEN
CHAPTER L.V.

The Hatred Impla^jiblr.
J ARN'EV, I would .""peak'with you!"
W The discordant voice rang out

through the clammy recesses of
the council room. Arthur Varney arose from
his knees, where with hlr- fellow members
of the Black Order he h.\d been swinging in
rythmic chanting, a part of the weird ritt-a
of the Devil Worshipper".
The leader of ceremonies had Just opened

a meeting of the evil clan, as the brazen
gong rang out.

"Yes, master," answered the clubman, aa
he went slowly toward tne black velvet cur¬
tains which puffed in the cold breeze of the
aubterannean chambers.
There wore three resonant crashes of the

gong once more, and he entered.
Into his vision there grew stronger with

the spreading red luminosity the sight of
the gnarled features of the tupreme ruler of
the order.
The two exchanged the sign of their broth¬

erhood, thumbs pointing upward. from
clenched hands, pressed against either aid®
of their cheek*. The diabolical significance
of this sent a shudder through Varney. The
piercing black eyes of his superior did not
miss the hesitant manner, and tne despairing
loo': upon hla human tool of death.
"Look In my eyes, Varney!" was the curt

cop.irand.
The man raised his glance and then drop-

f»ed the lids, as though he feared that some
nner weakness might be discovered by the
gimlet aharpnt'ie of tne muster's stare.

"Varney, you have been brooding of late.
I know all you have done, all that you
have said, and even your Innermost thoughts.
My power is so tremendous that I will know
every weakness.-very unfaithful thought
¦which you have!''
Varney, despite his effort at calmness,

started ever go slightly.
The High Master observed.
He raised a bony fist, clenched until it

looked like the talon of some omnivorous
bird of prey. He leaned forward with an evil
course on his thin lips.
"Arthur Varney, woe betide you if you play

false to your oaths to the Black Order and
to me, your Master of Soul and Eternity!" he
cried. "You are letting your passion for this
girl, Myw >}aynard, weaken your loyalty. If
you attempt to betray us I will

His lips, drew back over the fang-like
teeth. His hand descended toward the cow¬
ering man.

"Oh. Master! I swear that I have obeyed
your every command. But Master, 1 do love
Myra Maynard. She does not love me, but
¦he could learn. My Influence wlthvher even
now is so strong mat I would force her to
turn over her fortune to the order," he be¬
gan plteously.
How often before had he made this weak

plea In vain, to the lndiasuadable monster ait-
ting in judgment above him. The horror of
it all was finally borne in his iron nerves.
Through such frightful catastrophe had they
been -during these past few weeks that he
was yielding to the strain. No'longer did he
believe the occult promises made by the
Master of a reward of eternal love and ex¬
istence with Myra Maynard in mysterious
paradises beyond the grave!
But the supreme ruler of the Black Order

banged upon the richly carved altar with a
furious flat.

"Varney, I have told you once too often
that this cannot be. Myra Maynard Is
possessed of a power. Which, if she over
learns to master, it will undo me, and our
oider. She must be disposed of. I command
you to take out all the members of the Black
Order this afternoon, to scour the country,
and leave no opportunity for her to escape.
My will Is supreme here, and at the slight¬
est sign of your falter I will give you the
most horrible punishment which the mind of
man can conceive, and which only my art
can administer!"
At these awful words, the sinister truth

of which Varney understood only too well,
he bowed low.

"I obey, O. mighty master!" he murmured
weakly. Ana with a hopeless droop of his
broad shoulders, he made a low obeisance,
and tacked, shuddering from the secret room.
Once in the general council chamber he

gave directions to the leader of the cere¬
monies, who evidently understood even more
than he the nature of the Master's plans.
But It was part of the cunning ruler's

scheme to force no other than the love-lorn
Varney to lead In the cowardly attack upon
the unsuspecting girl. He was certain of his
dominance with the man, and confident that
hla supposed Innocence of any connection
with the evil order would cover the most
daring episode of tho crime.
Varney and the other members removed

their black robes, soon to bo hurrying in a
formation like a great net to encircle the
unsuspecting girl.
And all- this time Myra was as happy as

a child, in tho glorious thrill of such weath¬
er as would dispell all brooding thoughts of
unseen fear.

Little did she dream of the treachery of
the man she had promised to marry.

CHAPTER LVI.
The Woodland Whistle.

Myra stood In the window of her bed¬
room dropping corn to tho wlndowalll, while
her pet pigeons fluttered and crooned hap¬
pily over the treat.
One beautifully 'burnished bird, which she

had especially trained, flew to her shoulder
and daintily pecked a piece of corn from the
girl's rosebua Hps.
"Lucky bird!'' called s. merry voice from

the garden drive, below at this juncture.
"On, Is that you, Dr. Alden?" exclaimed the

girl, blushing prettily. "I did not know that
you had the horses ready so quickly. I'll be
right down, for I have been dressed for the
ride nearly half an hour,"

/

Myra and the .!<! woman defend the hu^ In aplte of their laipencllnr; <-?onrer.
The physician was a handsoma figure, rs

he aat astride his spirited horse, with tho
unconscious grace of a born fquestr'.an.
Mvra's eyes reflected a little uncon?clous
spark of admiration as she stepped throughth : doorway accompanied by her mother.
Mrs. Maynard did not resist the same im¬
pulse. as the doctor slid to the ground to
help Mvra with her mount.
"Where are you going, dear?" asked her

mother. "Lo 'be very careful, now, won't
on?"
"Yes, indeed. Where shall we ride to-day,

Dr. Alden?" asked Myra, holding in her im¬
patient steed with a firm grip of the small
gayntletted fingers.

"1 roda yesterday through the Pine
Woods," Alden replied. "I believe that if wo
go up there we will eniov It.it's as wild as
some mountain trail In Tonnesse©."-

"Splendid! All right, mother, I'll he "as
carefui as an old maid on a merry-go-round
pony! Good bye!"
And blowinr a 'kiss to Mrs. Maynard, 6he

led the way down the driveway.
She had not been gone, with her escort,

more than ten minutes when the telephone
bail rang.

It was Arthur Varney, and when Willis
the butler informed him that Myra was not
In ho inquired for her mother. They ex¬
changed the usual pleasantries and Varney
ended up with a polite question as to Myra's
whereabouts.

"Oh, she is out horseback riding with Dr.
Alden. They were going up through the old
rino Woods section." answered Mrs. May¬
nard. "Jt Is such a beautiful day, and she
was not able to reach you to ask you to go
along Arthur."
Myra's mother was very fond of Yarney,

and she felt that she should make some ex¬
cuse for the ride with a rival. However,
Varney laughed, albeit with a sharp con¬
traction of the eyebrows.

"That's all right. I will try to see her this
evening: perhaps we can have a little hand
of bridge after dinner," ho remarked agree¬
ably.

"Splendid!" said Mrs. Maynard. "Come
early and take dinner with us. Now you
must promise."
Varney did yield, before he rang off, but

he had sore misgivings. He hurriedly tele¬
phoned the High Master of the location of
the girl,' and within a few minutes two
speedy automobiles were racing up to head
oft the unsuspecting pair of equestrians.
Th* rido was a welcome relief to the phy¬

sician, who had been working unusually
hard in his psychic laboratory, and over
some scientific articles which he had under
preparation for a well known magazine.
And so they cantered along, enjoying the

twittering of the birds, the thrill of the
warm sun, and the almost Intoxicating per¬
fume of wood?.and and flowery stretch of
roadside.
They did not observe that more than once

a sinister face peered out from behind a tree
or shrub as they passed.But, Anally, Alden became aware that his
saddle girth was becoming slightly loosened.
He called to Myra, drew up his mount and
vaulted to the ground.

"Just a minute, Myra," he said. "I'll fix
this and be with you right away."
The girl laughed back.
"No, I'll ride on and you will have to do

some fancy horsemanship to catch up with
me!"
Alden was dismayed.
"Don't ride on!" he called. "Walt for me!"
His tone was almost Imperious, and mald-

.n-lllM, Myra, resented it, with a pout.

at the foot of a big: tree.
As Myra, irritated at Payson A'den'n ap¬

parent stupidity in following her raced along
the roadway she caught a sudden view nt
this little tableau.

.Sic 'im, Tige;" cried nns lad.
Myra brought her horse to a stop; it was

simple feminine curiosity. But a sweeter

"Not at nil. I don't be!1«T«i
In such nonsense. It's only
an excuse to make fun of
people who have reached tho
age where they ahould be re¬
spected and loved." she re¬
sponded. "I am not afraid of
you at all."
Tho old woman laughed

now. with her wrinkled even
squinting until they became
mere Bllts in a leathery face.
Vet there was a pleasant rins
to the merriment.
"You're a queer little Kirl."

she said. "Not like any one
I've seen for. oh, so many
years. 1 may not be n witch,
but I can do something nice
for you!"

"What is that?" asked Mj'ra, eagerly. "Oaji
you teil my fortune? Can > ou t-il ma who
! am scoinsr to marry?"
And she held out h»r soft, white palm,

after irnpetously jerking off her gauntlet.
The o)d crone shook her gray head, with

ai o'hf-r cackle.
"That's what all girl's want to know. It's

Denser iccacd far nway.

feminine instinct, the sympathy for the
weaker in a struggle, prompt*^ >.er to r'.do
up a minute later, sfter ahc s:iw a pat'.ietlclittle scene en^ctec.
An old woman, stooped of shoulder and

with a rigged cloak about her weazened
shoulders, rushed out of a Email frame house
nearby.
"You let that c«t alone!" she cried to the

youngsters.
"Oh, the cat'* up a tre*. "What do wo

care? cried the largest boy of the c"Oup."Let's beat up th* old wJtcS, Cor luclil"

easy to tell things liko that whon you have
my power," and she started toward,' the door
of the little house, followed by t'he black
oat, which arched Its bactc as It brushed
against the hem of the long brown 3klrt.
As Myra looked at her she realized that

the unfortunate old creature did Indeed re¬
semble the drawings of witches which ehe
had seen in old story books In childhood's
credulous days.
"But, I'd not tell a nice girl about the

future. If It's sad news It's bettor not to
know It. And if It's good news, lt'e nicer
to be surprised," she mumbled ana shook her

CHAPTER. I,VIII.
The Spell of Witchcraft.

Thorp was the found of thundering hoof-
beats upon the roadway, and Alden's steed
das-hod up.
"Thank Hoavcna!'' muttered the physician,dismounting ar.d walking; toward this peace¬

ful duo.Myra, standing silently with fas¬
cinated eyes a:s she watched the grass, and
the old woman at her side.

"Let's go home and let well enough alone,"
he said.
Myra was offended at what seemed his

rurtnes3, and she bowed politely to tho
quaint old* person.

"I'll come hack some time, if I may, and
learn some more," sho declared. The old
w< man waved her hand strangely in the air,und smiled as though in some sort of silent
blessing. Sho turned to enter the little hut.

"1 don't think you ought to take such
riska," said Alden.

"After all your occult experiences you
should have learned tho danger. I didn't
lik<i the look in that old hag s eyes!"
Myra was now truly offended, as only a

girl can be offended by the man she likes.
"I don't care to he pcolded. You missed

something very wonderful. And I want to
go home myself, now," she said, haughtily.They turned back on the roadway. She
was silent for awhile.

"Oh, look, there's the little railroad sta¬
tion which I passed on the way here from
the fork. There is a poor telegraph operatorwho was sound alscep in there when I came
up."
"He will have a wreck on the road. He

ought to be careful!" observed Alden.
"Poor fellow, 1 did wake him up and told

him not to go asleep again. IIo said that
his assistant was sick and lie had to work
twenty-four hours a day until they got a
new man.

Sha rode toward the station, peered Into
tho window and then jumped down to the
platform, "walking toward the door.
Alden followed her In surprise."Wake up, sir. You might lose your po¬sition if any one found you alseep again."s.i:<i Myra, touching his shoulder kindly."Oh. thank you, miss." and the tired young

operator rubbed his eyea. "I'm io sorry, but
I'm so tired."
Alden smiled sympathetically.
"I ll tell you how to make an alarm clock.

Hold that tin pan In your hand, when you
get. drowsy and nod. And If you go to sleep
you will wake up when it falls on the floor,"he said with a serious tone in his voice.
The operator looked at him incredulously,laughed, and then promised to try It. He

had six more hours of duty before him.
"If you go to sleep again I'll haunt you."

leased Myra.
Alden and Myra rode on then, little know¬

ing what had happened at the home of the
old woman.
When they reached Myra's home Alden

dismounted to help her down. They had been
gono perhaps a couple of hours.

"I must feed my pigeons again before I
Set the groom take the horse," she said. She
hunted up some crushed corn and began to
feed the birds once more, as Alden watched
liei with an admiring glance.
"Why, look what this pigeon has on its

foot!" exclaimed Myra. In surprise, as ahe
picked up one which had lit on her shoulder.

It carried a finely written note attached to
one of its legs, with a small silver wire.
Myra read It. Then she chuckled.
"She must be a witch! Look what sha

said!"
Alden read the missive Incredulously. It

was scrawled over a tiny drawing of an old
woman, with a witch's hat, riding a broom¬
stick.

"If you want more of the Witch's ointment
como to-night!" It said.
"You remain home to-night!" cautioned

Alder. Imperiously.
"I'll do Just as I please, sir.you are be¬

coming a dictator, and I don't like you!"cried Myra. She wnlked into the house in
a huff, with her pretty head up In the air.
Alden waited for a farewell and then laugh¬ingly mounted his horse to go home.

Op the road he passed Arthur Varney,driving his new automobile. The two men
barely nodded. As soon as Alden was out of
sight Varney drove Into the Maynard es¬
tate, ar.d hurried up the portico steps. Myra
was changing to her dinner gown, and Mrs.
Maynard spoke about the curious message
on the foot of the pigeon. Varney dismissed

It as the Joke of some friend, arid Mrs. May
nard left him alonrt for a. few minutes. H®
caught up the telephone receiver, assured
that no one was within earshot.

"Hello, is this you. Master?" he whispered,
when his number had 'been obtained. "Our
man caught one of her pigeon* and I Bee it
has returned, with a qu»er message."

"Good, Varney. That was from me. Taka
her to the Witch's house, up In the Pine
Wocds when she asks to go to-night. W«
will get he:- there. Do not betray your
trust!"
And he hung up the receiver. Varney did

not know that two of the Black Order had
up rung out of the woods after Myra's de¬
parture from the old woman's house, and
forced her to tell about the ointment, but
was more terrified than ever of the Mas*
tcr's cunning.
After dinner that night, Mrs. Maynard rn-

tired early, leaving Varney, and Myra to¬
gether.
The girl then told of her desire to visit

the old woman's place once more. He tried,oddly enough, to dlssuado her, but sud¬
denly. over her shoulder In the reflection of
the window, he seemed to see a vision of the
High Master, with the thumbs upturned on
either aide of the evil face. He weakened,and agreed to take her in his machine.
Ther sped out along the road, at Myra'a

direction, until after half an hour's ride theyfound the clearing.
Myra dismounted with agility from thethrobbing car. As she did so Varney slipped

a revolver Into the girl's hand.
"You-may need this." he muttered, and

forced her to slip it Into the pocket of her
automobile coat. Then h* trembled at his
own treachery to the Black Ordei*.
The girl hurried toward the door of th®little house. A dim light shone through a.

window. As she knocked four masked men
sprurjg from the roadside upon Varney and
pretsnded to struggle. Then they rushed at
the girl, who had stepped within.

"I received your message," exclaimed
Myra, as she peered about the dimly lit ex¬
terior. "I came for the olntmeut^ as you told
me to do."
The old woman arose stiffly from the cot

upon which she had been lying.
"It Is a trick! I didn't send for you," ahacried, affrlghi/»dly. Outside were voices, and

the crone sprang toward the door to swingIt shut, and 'bar It. Rough hands were
pounding at the portal; the men were de¬
manding admittance. The two women stood
quiet. In their terror. Then some heavybeams or ladder, Myra could not tell which,began to bang rythmically against the door;the intruders were ushng It aa a battering
ram.

Myra remembered the revolver which Var¬
ney had slipped to her. She drew It from hep
pocket and flred three times In rapid suc¬
cession. At the last roport there was a cry
of anguish from the other side of the wood¬
en door. Then silence Indicated a temporary
retreat.
"They will return," said the old woman.

"When they do, I will show you how to es¬
cape, for you were kind to an old wltoh
ltio me!"
*Myra sank weakly Into a chair as her com¬

panion patted her shoulder and then her
forehead, soothingly. The girl's body sud¬
denly seemed to become lifeless. Far off In
the telegraph station the drowsy operator,
nodding once more, seemed to behold a
vision of the same young woman who had
chlded him that afternoon. She seemed to
lean over his shoulder, this fair apparition,
to write a message on the top blank of a
mecc>age pad on the desk before him. Un¬
consciously he began to tick-tick tho nam*,and address, then the message, aa he saw It
.written, sending It along the wire to th®
next station.
Aa he finished ths spirit vanished and h*

woke with a start. The tin pan dropped
noisily en the floor, and he rubbed his eyes.

"I wonder If that was a dream?" muttered
the operator. He looked at tho pad of tele¬
graph blanks In front of him. But there was
no message written upon the yellow sheets.
However, Dr. Aldan had received a tele¬

gram, transmitted for speed from the re¬
ceiving office by telephone. The message
read: "I am In the Witch's house. Save me.
Myra."
The physician hurriedly called up the po-

ljce station, located In the suburbs near this
lonely address. The captain promised action,with his reserves, at once.
Alden summoned a taxlcab, armed himself,

and was soon speeding through the dark
streets, toward the rustic highway over
which he had ridden so carefree that after¬
noon.
Within the hut Myra had returned to con¬

sciousness, under the old woman's adminis¬
trations.
As she rose, exhauted from her curious

trance, she sniffed auspiciously.
"What's that? Something Is burning!" ah®

exclaimed. The old woman ran to the other
side of tho little house, felt the wooden wall
and walled hopelessly.
"They have set flrc to this aide," she ex-

calmed. "If we run out they will catch us.
They threatened my life this afternoon when
you left and now they will kill me surely."

"I have a secret passage here by which w®
may escape; follow me." She raised soma
boards and disappeared into a dark hole.
Myra obeyed, and was soon crawling on

hands and knees through a shallow, roughly
excavated tunnel. After five minutes or more
nho was relieved to breath the fresh night
air again. They had reached the mouth of
the passage and emerged in a clump of
heavy underbrush.
'Come now.run!" cried the old woman.

She made away with the same surprisingalacrity which Myra had observed betort,.
Rut dark forms In the woodland espied

them Shots were fired, and the old woman
dropped cautiously to her knees. Myra
crouched down as well, her beating heart
threatening to betray their whereabouts.

"Don't move.I'll beglamour them so that
we will look like trees to them!" said th® old
woman, making some curious passes with
her hands in the direction of their pursuers.
At her command, Myra lay flat upon the
ground while the old woman crouched.

Four men. weapons In hand, rushed to¬
ward them. Then they stopped.
"Nothing but a fallen tree and a stump!"

cried one of them, pointing at Myra and her
aged protector. "I could have sworn that
they were the two women."
On the roadside. Alden, with several po¬

licemen. was rushing toward the flaming
house. His heart sank as he saw the walls
cave in with a great shower of angry sparks
uhootlng skyward.
"Too late!" he muttered. "They have suc¬

ceeded !"
With the bluecoats he ran toward ths

house, to do what he could.ineffectual as ha
felt It would bp.

Suddenly, from the thick woodland, behind
th<s ruined hut, he heard the piercing scream
of a woman.

lie dashed In that direction, followed by a
police officer. He fired point blank at two
men who opposed him, and they melted awayIn the darkness.
He almost tumbled over Myra, who was

still lying upon the ground. He saw three
other figures Just disappearing ahead of
them; but the safety of the beloved girl
came first. He caught her up In his arms.
She had fainted. He bore her in his arms to
the automobile, where ahe regained con¬
sciousness. to Inquire about her protectress."The police have found no one In ths
woods," answered Alden. "Heaven help ths
old soul."
"The man had Just recognized her when

she screamed." explained Myra, "and hs
struck her with a knife! Oh, It was dread¬
ful, but what can have become of Arthur
Varney?"
An officer Just walked over to them with

Varney at his side limping noticeably. Th®
latter had been found In his own automo¬
bile gagged and bound. It was a perfectalibi, and yet Alden listened to the storywith a growing distrust. At Myra's Insist¬
ence he rode back home with her in Varney's
machine. She recounted the whole story to
him, and told of her dream. Alden surprisedher with the account of the telegram.
"And yet they say that dreams are never

true." he remarked. "We win have a whol®
lot to Investigate, before we understand all
of this night's work!"
Ht was right. Even more surprises wer*

to come!
To B* Coatiane4.


